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pressed him much to come to Wellwyn. He always in. tended it, but never went1. He was sorry when Young died. The cause of quarrel between Young and his son, he told us, was, that his son insisted Young should turn away a clergyman's widow, who lived with him, and who, having acquired great influence over the father, was saucy to the son. Dr. Johnson said, she could not conceal her resentment at him, for saying to Young, that ' an old man should not resign himself to the management of any body.' I asked him, if there was any improper connection between them. ' No, Sir, no more than between two statues. He was past fourscore, and she a very coarse woman. She read to him, and I suppose made his coffee, and frothed his chocolate, and did such things as an old man wishes to have done for him.'
Dr. Doddridge being mentioned, he observed that' he was author of one of the finest epigrams in the English language. It is in Orton's Life of him5. The subject is his family motto,—Dnm vivimus, mvamns • which, in its primary signification, is, to be sure, not very suitable to a Christian divine; but he paraphrased it thus:
" Live, while you live, the epicure would say, And seize the pleasures of the present day. Live, while you live, the sacred preacher cries, And give to GOD each moment as it flies. Lord, in my views let both united be; I live in pleasure, when I live to ihee."'
How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) Could Daphne publish, and could she forbear? We grant that beauty is no bar to sense, Nor is't a sanction for impertinence.'
Love of Fame, Sati re v.
' Johnson called on Young's son at Welwyn in June, 1781. Ante, iv. 138. Croft, in his Life of Young (Johnson's Works, viii. 453), says that' Young and his housekeeper were ridiculed with more ill-nature than wit in a kind of novel published by Kidgell in 1755, called The Card, under the name of Dr. Elwcs and Mrs. Fusby.' 1 Memoirs of Philip Doddridge, ed. 1766, p. 171.
I asked sense, because I'm fair?" O no: see Stella; her eyes shine as bright, As if her tongue was never in the right; And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! She seems inspir'd, and can herself inspire:
